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rah, hurrah, hur-rah for Smith Aca,dem-y,Theres onethingsurewell always swearBy 

“ **■ " 



2 . 

We are a“Priest’’ly lot of “Ladds,” 

“ Goodfellows yy rain or shine. 

Yet Love” to 4 ‘Gamble*’ 44 Pennys ” on 
Our “Leven” and our‘ 4 Neun” 

We 44 Turner” handspring in the 44 Jiin” 
“Wear” ever red and “White-’ 

Though not in trade 4 , 4 Stein-venders” we 
Of “Lemps” that’s always 44 Wright” 
Chorus: Hurrah etc. 


4 . 

We hear in Chapel many truths 
And now and then a rule, 

Confine your pranks to the basement,please” 
Don’t whistle here in school” 

We may not smoke, we must as well 
Eschew profanity, 

But one things sure, we’ll always “swear” 
By Smith Academy. 

Chorus: Hurrah etc. 


3 . 

We don’t like Latin overmuch 
Geometry’s a bore, 

Greek may have pleased (l) the classic youth 
In by-gone days of yore. 

We don’t get 44 A” we have some “F’s” 

And rarely high as < 4 C,” 

But all the same we’re happy now 
In Smith Academy. 

Chorus: Hurrah etc. 


5 . 

Now let us do with might and main 
What ’er we have in hand; 

Together work, together play 
As a united band. 

When boyhoods past and we are men 
Where’er or what we be, 

Well oft look back with feelings warm 
To S mith Academy. 

Chorus: Hurrah etc. 
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there’s no such thing as fail. 


\ 

Music by E. R. KROEGER. 




Copyright 1900 by Smith Academy StLouis. 











mat _ ter, boys,from BouJe.vard or o _ ver Compton Hill. 



set your hearts on pul ling through,and nev.er, nev _ er fret, 

















































































































































































Some of us “wield the willow’’some of us “fly the track!* 

Others on the court or links or gridiron have a knack. 

Others aim at scholarship, and many honors earn. 

We“work to win” and never fear “the mid night oil to burn.” 

In writing we have men of skill, lawyers and-doctors too. 

And from the deeds of those gone out, we ever take our cue. 

Some of our men were warriors bold, with Otis they did sail. 

And as they sailed and fought they sang, 1 theres no such thing as fail!* 

Chorus. 

Some will go to ‘Washington, they’ll loyal be and true, 

And some will seek the tiger’s lair, and help “put Pennsy through!’ 
And some will wear the crimson, some sing the songs of Yale, 

And try to “hike the Injun’s scalp,” or“ twist the tiger’s tail.” 

More yet will follow Churchill to sail the briny deep, 

And some will muster at West Point, the soldiers guard to keep 
At Vanderbilt, Virginia, at Amherst a detail. 

Just everywhere they’ll sing this song,“there’s no such thing as fail.” 

Chorus. 
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MANY YEARS AGO 


Music by TV. H.POMMER. 
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Copyright 1898 by Smith Academy, sf. Louis. 
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there they make none 
plan - ted Smith A - 


but the 
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young men 

came. 

from... 

East they fled 

And 

house he 

built,. 

. the. 

ground he bought 

And 

brain work they . 

to. 

none would yield 

Still 
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found it just as he had said. The young men came from 

then for scholars far he sought. A house he built the 

less with brawn on track and field. In brain work they to 


East they fled 
ground he bought 
none would yield 


And found it just as he had said 
And then for schol _ ars far he sought 
Still less with brawn on track and field 
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tempo.. 


1*1 and 2Ui£ endings 


V. S to&?*'" 8w 


M*'» - ny, ina . ny, ma_ny, ma.ny years a _ go.^Horace Greely, we 
Ma.ny, ma.ny, ma.ny, ma.ny years a: .go. 
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BELLS OF SILVER, BELLS OF GOLD. 


Wards and Music by W. H - POM ME R . 





Copyright 1899 by Smith Academy, StLouis. 
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We exercise our brains 
And study with great pains. 

To carry off the scholarship 
One longsfor, seldom gets; 

(Well sav in an aside, 

Its balm to wounded pride, 

To see our names high on the list 
Of S.A. Foot Ball Vets.) 

As this is quite consoling, 

It may not be amiss 
Again to sing the chorus. 

With heartiness like this: 

Smith, old Smith etc. 


Ah, how we drive the nail 
(To clinch we never fail,) 

When hammering the many teams 
We meet upon the field. 

Success like ours/tis plain. 

Is due to muscle, brain. 

Esprit de corps, unflinching grit, 
Which make our foemenyield. 

In summing up the matter 
It may not be amiss 
To vent our satisfaction, 

The ofily way is this: 

Smith, old Smith etc. 

























THE RED AND WHITE. 


Music by W.H. POMMER. 



Copyright 1897 by Smith Academy, St. Louis. 





































































































































Then fling our banner to the breeze, we love its colors bright, 

0! sing it long in voices strong our own dear Red and White, 

In games we have a record that we long expect to hold 
We’ll call it back to mem’ry dear when we are gray and old. 

We oft have borne the Red and White victorious past the posts 
Mid shouting throng and plaudits long from our united hosts 
We’ve known the joy of victory in many a well-earned fight. 

Then sing aloud, shout three time three, for dear old Red and White, 

, { for .aye/ 

Then sing aloud for Smith my boys, the school that stands for right 
Where oft we’ve played and sung and toiled while wear ing red and white 
In all that’s good and great and just let’s reach the top-most round 
’Mong scholars rare and athletes fair our pames be ever found 
On diamond green and foot ball field our courftge never fails 
Through rugged seas of stern defeat our ship triumphant sails 
But when the eagle of success lights on our banner bright 
Well make the welkin ring and ring with good old Red and White, 

for aye! 






























OUR ALMA MATER. 


A ma-tron fair be-yond compare One 
In school or field we*!! nev - er yield, Till 


JIT! 


hap-py day I chanced to see; I asked her name, the 

all our ri-vals cease to he; While shines the snn, anc 


swer came My name is Smith A 
ers run, We^l sing of Smith A 
















































































































































































































—™ 







— .... V 

^ The Projwrtoj of ' 

SMITH ACADEMY, 

ttoon) No<-‘ — ‘ ^ 

Library No.- & —Z_J«L 

X~._J 




































J Vt " - 

| -\ \ 

Pall for good Old Smith! 

1 

Words and Music by MELVIN GOLDMAN. 

Of the Third Year Class. 






Pull for etc. 4 


Copyright\ 1905). by Smith Academy. 
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Kick, if you will ’gin the hot dog man, He will 

Who cares a rap where he buys his dog, For what 

He knows a kid’s craw won’t bend or break, It is 




sell you dog when e’er he can,_ Stomach-ache, back-ache, 

he sells may be but a hog,_ Rab-bit or mule, Bill 

not he feels stomach-ache,_ He’ll sell a dog tho’the 




pain in the head, A hot dog is fine with old rye bread, 
goat or a cat, Oh what does a Smith boy care for that, 
hea vens fall, And the Smith boy eats him, skin and all. 





hot dog man, Hel - lo 


Bill, with your mus - tard can 
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SMITH FOREVER 


)> 


Words by 
Roger Conant Hatch. 


Mu sic by 

William John Hall. 













































































































































































































































































